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Again her friends were amazed! To find so much
devotion where so little had been suspected! Their
feelings of guilt took the form of expiatory tender-
ness. Never before had she been shown so much love.
"What fools people are," she reflected.
Only Stanislas had given her a feeling of uneasi-
ness. His slanting, invulnerable eyes gave no clue to
his thoughts.
"You are a remarkable woman," he had said to
her one day.
Somehow, in the circumstances, "remarkable" had
hardly seemed the right adjective.
"I regard living in hate as a mortal sin," Lisa said
to Cuthbert.
"Living in hate? Who is living in hate?"
"Mamachen lived in hate."
"I have always understood that her husband gave
her every cause for unhappiness."
"Yes, but he never made her unhappy. You have
to love in order to be made unhappy."
"Well, my dear, if she was not unhappy the world
was no doubt unjust in criticising her husband. I
always think that marriage cannot be understood
from the outside. People tend to regard it either as
a love-affair or as an institution."
"Isn't it both?"
"Yes, of course, but not in that way."